GENEVA

SHE. Yes: thats quite all right. Take a seat, please.

HE [hesitating] Thank you; but my business is of
great importance: I must see your chief. This is not
the head office, is it?

SHE. No: the head office is in Paris, This is all there
is here. Not much of a place, is it?

HE. Well, I must confess that after visiting the
magnificent palace of the International Labor Office
and the new quarters of the Secretariat, I expected to
find the Committee for Intellectual Co-operation
lodged in some imposingly monumental structure.

SHE. Oh, isnt it scandalous? I wish youd write to the
papers about it. Do please sit down.

HE. Thank you. [He is about to take one of the chairs
from the walT\*

SHE. No, not that one: one of its legs isnt safe: it's
there only for show. Will you please take the other?

HE, Can the Committee not afford you a new chair?

SHE. It cant afford anything. The intellectual
budget is the interest on two million paper francs that
one is glad to get threepence for: they used to be tup-
pence. So here I am in one rotten little room on the
third floor of a tumbledown old house full of rats. And
as to my salary I should be ashamed to name it. A
Church charity would be ashamed to pay it.

HE. I am utterly astounded. [He takes a sound chair
from the wall; places it near the office table; and sits down}.
The intellectual co-operation of sixty nations must be
a very extensive business. How can it possibly be con-
ducted in this bare little place?

SHE. Oh, I conduct it all right. It's never in a hurry,
you know.